Speak At This by Deming, Richard
Masthead Logo The Iowa Review
Volume 44
Issue 2 Fall 2014 Article 5
2014
Speak At This
Richard Deming
Follow this and additional works at: https://ir.uiowa.edu/iowareview
Part of the Creative Writing Commons
This Contents is brought to you for free and open access by Iowa Research Online. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Iowa Review by an
authorized administrator of Iowa Research Online. For more information, please contact lib-ir@uiowa.edu.
Recommended Citation
Deming, Richard. "Speak At This." The Iowa Review 44.2 (2014): 14-14. Web.
Available at: https://doi.org/10.17077/0021-065X.7464
14
richard deming
Speak at This
In a clear 
chromosomal light of 
sudden sight,
the tongue becomes an unlikely weight.
There are hours when words will not come,
 in grief or joy, or in the startled whirlwind
  when we don’t trust any love.
Not nothing now, some silence attests 
what more, what noun
does not do.
That is to say, syllables coordinate vanishing
in the ledger of lost chances.
Try this:
If an apple, then exile; 
a pomegranate? Then wintering descent;
a glance backward, and the pupils of the eyes become a banishment.
What Echo said was 
 a name not
 worth repeating.
And thus a beautiful daughter 
slides her thumb along her lower lip.
It blooms, it shatters.
